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Picking Up The Elf 


Your typical American suburban shopping mall. Two stories, A Macy's on one end, a Bloomingdales on the other, 
and everything in between from Build-A-Bear to an Apple store to a Dick's Sporting Goods. There was the 
typical food court on the second floor where one could choose from sushi, pizza, burgers, or tacos for lunch. 
Kiosks were dotted up and down the main floor. They sold everything from sunglasses to smartphone repair 
services to bamboo plants. And right smack in the middle of it all was Santa's Workshop. 


A white, plastic picket fence defined the perimeter. Inside the fence were gigantic wrapped presents, mechanical 
reindeer, white fluffy snow, two large Christmas trees decked out in red and gold balls, twinkling lights, and a 
star on top of each. A small plastic shed was marked as the workshop and in front of it, sat a large red velvet 
chair. Santa Claus greeted children and patiently listened to their wishlists. Santa's helpers, the elves, ushered 
the children and snapped their photos. One such elf was taller than the others and preoccupied with their 
costume. They kept reaching back and tugging the skirt down over their backside. 


They wore a short, green velvet dress with short sleeves that had a jagged cuff. It closed around the front in 
a laced corset and a red bustier underneath with a white fluffy edging. The skirt of the dress was short with 
the same white, fluffy trim around the hem. The stockings were white and red striped like a candy cane. And 
the hat was a typical Santa hat, only in the same green velvet as the dress. This elf had chin-length brown 


waves trickling out from under their hat and their lips glistened with pink gloss and their round, green eyes 
were rimmed in black eyeliner. The little dress would have been short on anyone, but on this very tall, very 
thin little elf, it was almost obscene. 

Above Santa's Workshop, on the second floor, two men stood, leaning their elbows on the railing. One had dark 
chocolately waves streaked with a strand or two of silvery grey that tumbled around his shoulders. He was 
dressed in all black. The other man had long straight blonde hair that reached the middle of his back. They 
sipped coffee from Starbucks cups and kept their gazes fixed on the tall elf. 

"Look at that one." 

"Uh-huh." 

It was one of their favorite pastimes. Dave and Jerry had been getting together like this for years. It was 
sport for them: get together, pick out a target, seduce said target. Sometimes, it was at the mall and they 
focused on a cute barista. Sometimes, it was an intern at 606. Once, they picked up one of the caddies at 


Jerry's favorite golf course. This year, it was Santa's little elf. 


They watched the elf for hours before moving in. It was closing time for Santa's Workshop and the elf was 
left alone, moving some supplies into the hut. Dave and Jerry stood outside the picket fence. 


"Oh! Shit," the elf laughed when they emerged from the hut with a denim jacket and red scarf in their hand. 
"You scared me half to death." 


"Sorry about that,” Dave replied, letting his eyes travel up and down the elf's trim body, 
"Santa's gone. | don’t know if you wanted to sit on his lap or something .." the elf smirked. 
"We don't want Santa. We want you" 

"Me?" Another smirk 

"Don't act like you didn't catch us up there, watching you: 


The elf shrugged. "I might have." Then they turned and walked away, swinging their hips and looking over their 


shoulder. 
"What's your name?" Jerry called. 
"Stone. What's yours?" 


Jerry and Dave walked along the fence, meeting Stone at the entrance. 


"I'm Jerry" 

"Dave." 

"Nice to meet you." Stone pulled on his jacket and wrapped the scarf around his neck. 
"What do you say we get out of here?" Dave asked. 

"All three of us?" 

‘Mmhmm," Jerry murmured as he slipped his arm around Stone. 


"Sounds good to me." 


